Travelogue 


Author: Cosmic Gerbil 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed Jan Ol 2014 05:16:18 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


None - one shot 


Author's Notes: 
| was sorting my stories out and | found this odd one that | wrote exactly a year and a day ago. It\'s not New 


Year\'s related but | felt that | ought to post it. 


It was a dark, stormy night; the rain gushed down in torrents and the wind howled and screamed as if it was 


in torment. James made his way down a dark alleyway, stumbling along and muttering to himself. 
"Where the fuck are the public toilets?" he growled. 


There were none to be seen, just overflowing bins and the stink of rotting garbage. Gazing round blearily, 
James undid his jeans and went to the bathroom behind a grit skip. He was just pulling up his zip when he 
caught out of the corner of his eye, a glint of golden metal. 


"Huh?" he said, blinking slowly. "What's that?" Bending down, James brushed old newspapers and other rubbish 
aside until the object was visible. It was an old fashioned oil lamp; gleaming shiny bright as the sun on a 
summer's day. 


James picked up the lamp, wondering if the amount of alcohol he had consumed had created it in his mind. Was 
it real? He fiddled about with it, pulling at the lid and poking the spout. Suddenly the lamp began to vibrate and 
shake. James swore and dropped it with a clang. 

"Shit, its a fucking sex toy!" he yelled. 

The lamp shook widly and began to glow with an ethreal light. A deep red smoke eminated from the spout, 
growing bigger and bigger until it seemed to fill the whole alleyway. The smoke coalesced into a vaguley human 


form; a gigantic man with an Arabian look about him. 


"Fucking helll" James muttered. He was glad he'd just been to the loo, otherwise he might have wet himself in 


shock. 
"Greetings mortal" the huge figure intoned. "| am the Travel Genie of the Lamp". 
"Travel Genie?" James repeated weakly. "You mean, like that blue dude outta Aladdin?" 


"No, not quite" the Travel Genie" replied. "Indeed, | grant wishes. However, | grant only one. And, it must be 


travel related". 
Shit, how much did | fucking drink tonight? James thought. 
"Uhhh, how do you mean, travel related?" he asked. 


"I shall explain to you, intoxicated human" the Travel Genie said. "I can grant you one wish to travel anywhere 


that your heart's desire” 
"Anywhere?" James asked 

"Yes, that is correct. You sound like a parrot” 

'F.] do not!" James said indignantly. Telling a genie to fuck off would be a *bad* idea 


"Wherever you wish to go, | can send you there" the Travel Genie continued. "London, Paris, Sydney, the Moon, 
Alpha Centuri. Your travel wishes, both of space and time, can be fulfilled". 


James rubbed his eyes. His head hurt and he felt sick However, a thought was growing in his booze soaked 
brain. He swallowed and took a deep, steadying breath. 


"OK, | know where | wanna go please" he said. 
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It was a dark, stormy night; the rain gushed down in torrents and the wind howled and screamed as if it was 
in torment. James made his way down a dark road, walking with a purpose. Dressed as a navvy, he carried a 

STOP sign and a men at work road sign 

He paused in the middle of the road and pulled his hood up over his face, hiding his features. Tucking the sign 


under his arm, he hiked up his sleeve and checked his Casio calculator watch. Pressing the light button, the 
watch face illuminated, showing him the time and date. 


4:00 AM 21/9/86 
James stared at the empty road ahead. 


"Bring it on’ he said softly. 


The End 


